LAURA : It Is rather beautiful., isn't It ? (She puts
book down.} But there are better than Swinburne.
Have you discovered Shelley yet ?

WOODLEY ; Yes. (He begins to recite.)

65 Swiftly walk o'er the western wave,
Spirit of night . . . "

LAURA '{joining gently) :

" Blind with thine hair the eyes of day.
Kiss her until she be wearied out,
Then wander o'er city and sea and land.
Touching all with thine opiate wand.
Come, long sought/*

WOODLEY : It's wonderful.
LAURA :  Yes.

[The door opens and SIMMONS comes in. He is a tall,
lean, dried up man of nearly fifty.

SIMMONS : Oh, you here, Laura ? I came to look

for Ainger.

LAURA : So did 1.1 wanted to speak to him. He
went out about five minutes ago.

WOODLEY : He's taking P.D., sir.

SIMMONS : I hope he enjoys it;  you might tell
Mm to see me after Chapel.

WOODLEY :  Yes, sir.

SIMMONS : It isn't often that you condescend to
visit the school, Laura.

LAURA : No, I know.
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